The Mayfield Chrysanthemum Show was an annual event, the closing one of a series of flower shows which were held all through the spring and summer down to early winter. People subscribed to the whole series, and the ground in which the shows were held was considered one of the fashionable promenades of Mayfield. This present show, being in winter, was under cover; but the cover was only glass, both sides and roof were glass; the roof was almost hidden with creepers, and trailing plants, and hanging fern-baskets ; but the sides were clear, allowing glimpses of the beautiful grounds outside, except where the tiers of flowers rose too high. The building was a long kind of avenue, terminating in a vast round dais in the middle of from which a fountain played and the band sat. This avenue had various ramifications, all furnished with exquisite hothouse plants and ferns, and amply provided with seats and lounges.
Everyone was there, all the youth and beauty and fashion of both sexes of Mayfield, and everyone seemed to know everyone else ; only Edith knew no one but herself and her companion.
They walked about for some time ; Edith, filled with delight at the flowers and the people, George looking after her, and raising his hat every minute to people he knew, until Edith was quite impressed with the extent of his acquaintance. After a while George suggested that they should sit down, and they went to a quiet nook, from which they could see all that was going on, and the noise of the band was not too loud. Here they found seats, and began to talk. This was rather a nervous time for Edith ; so long as she had only had to admire and have things explained to her she had been quite content, even happy ; but when it became evident that George intended not only to talk to her, but to make her talk to him, her content vanished, and she began to feel nervous and ill at ease. She was rather disappointed that he was so easily convinced she would not have any, although if he had gone on urging her, she would have become painfully embarrassed; but she at once consented, and they went off to the tea-room. Just as they were entering it they met two ladies coming out. One was tall and very beautiful, with a proud, sweet face, and a dignified carriage. The other was a tiny woman, with a bright, clever face, and eyes which looked as if they took in a whole world at a glance. Both women were, as Edith remarked at once, exquisitely dressed. As they met, the younger lady bowed gravely and slightly to George ; he lifted his hat with equal gravity, equal courtliness. (To be continued.)
